222               OUT OF MY COFFIN
the last forty years, was so overcome that the tears
poured down his cheeks as he approached my son
and reverently kissed him on each shoulder, mur-
muring as he did so : " God has given me the
honour of seeing the grandson of that great man/'
I left the Capitol with a very sad heart, as it
brought back to me so vividly all my happy youth ;
but at the same time I was touched and pleased to
see how the memory of my father is still alive to-day.
It seems to me only yesterday when my mother
arrived in Rome one evening with her maid and all
her trunks. The next night she was going with my
father to a great reception at the British Embassy.
The following morning the whole house was
roused; Mama's maid had informed her that on
unpacking the trunk which contained her jewel-case,
she had found the said case completely empty;
every single jewel had gone.
The Chief of Police was called in at once, and
after a minute examination he expressed the opinion
that the jewels had never left London. Unhappily,
in those days, English women had the habit of
packing their jewels in their trunks, and very few
of them even insured them. My mother was amongst
these, and the loss of her jewels amounted to
thousands of pounds.
The Rome police immediately communicated
with Scotland Yard, who informed us that the day
before my mother left London, the maid had sent to
her brother in America, a sealed package. This
brother had been twice in prison for theft. Every-
thing pointed to her being the thief, but we could not
bring a direct accusation against her* Naturally we
gave her notice at once.